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the British diplomatic representative, could not go against
official decrees. He was the victim of his own friendships,
but he affected a Britannic indifference.
The chief spirit of the American group was John Clayton
of the Chicago Tribune, my charming and hated rival who had
outstripped me by twenty-four hours at Smyrna, and queered
my pitch with Mustapha Kemal. He had a keen adventurous
spirit, was indefatigable and unsuppressible, constantly in
trouble with the British censor! He, with an Australian, a
Hungarian and a Turk, consented to take me along with them,
and it was agreed that we should pool the cost of the tug boat.
It was likewise agreed that we should pool for the common
benefit any special news or interviews we might pick up indivi-
dually at Mudania, so that neither one of us would be getting
a scoop on the other. They looked very 'hard, I thought, at
me, and I of course nodded assent.
While John Clayton was chartering a boat and the Australian
was organizing food, I rushed off to the passport office to reclaim
my passport that had been taken from me that morning when
I landed. The officials, seeing my great impatience, asked,
" What's the hurry ? " My evasion made them suspicious.
" You know that journalists are forbidden to go to Mudania ? '*
one said.
" Oh, yes, I know * . ." I answered.
" Do you want to go to Mudania ? " persisted one, grinning
as if it were a good joke.
" Well—yes! "
" I'm afraid you can't! "
I stretched out my hand for my passport, whereupon he
volunteered to ring up headquarters, " and see if I can get
permission for you."
" Oh, don't bother/' I said, and took the passport,
A few minutes later our little mixed party with its store of
bread and sausage rolls and portable typewriters was on its
way.
Before we got beyond the Golden Horn a British patrol boat
pursued and overtook us. The incident filled us with misgiving.
Our ship's papers were, however, mercifully in order, and the
presence probably of a woman was disarming. We were allowed

